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pictures  and  seemed  relieved  on   finding  my
British feelings were quite unhurt,         ''

Another incident pointing in the same direction
occurred at New Orleans, a city abounding in
historical interest of many kinds. Here, too, I was
taken round and very thoroughly shown the sights
by a gentleman who had the history and topogra-
phy of the place at his fingers' ends. At the endbf
our long tour of the city and its surroundings,
he assured me that nothing had been omitted
that I ought to see, I replied that this was
not strictly correct. " You have not shown me,"
I said, " the place where the British were badly
defeated by the Americans under Andrew Jack-
son in 1813 and their commander, General
Pakenham, killed." From the way he answered
it was clear that the omission had been deliberate.
" What on earth makes you want to see that ? "
he asked. I explained that the British, like old
nations in general, were well seasoned in the
experience of disaster, and that one disaster
more or less made little difference to the national
consciousness. " The British," I said, " have
been well pickled in the course of their history;
they have had about as many lickings as victories;
but the lessons which have built them into a
great nation have been learnt less from the
victories and more from the lickings. For example,
by losing the American Colonies they learnt
how not to lose the others. I always like to visit
the spots where these salutary lessons have been